A pretty Hetla
the ollier gny

I wust look out foy
ftor Christmas

Fheanplug sald o me

& turkey Job

“Why, what do you moan? |
gt ied

What, haven't you heard of ‘tur-
kuy artors™?

knpw plenty of actorg who Aare
Eoese, and & Jew Actredsen who are

ducks.” war the reply
“Oh, desr, no'  Turkey actors are

those wht only get an engugoment for

Thankegiving or Christmas gr New
Year's'

“And how long can they live on
thut ?

““Well, 1t hetigr than nothing 1
engaged for twenty dollars and ex-
pensss lnst Christmes to play Allda
Bloodpnad o “The Btreeta of New
York Oh. what an experienoe!

come .p heod
britwmlag bumper
wildl wassall of ton
And as we lunched
this
Fliey me frotn »
RECNCY maney was
sinasl any dressvs

Justh I mnd over a
of chocolate or &
tull me nll"
tagether she told
LAl
*ht oy
sald Lhi

tramatie
fure and
would do. Allde 1a
the dsughter of & bauker b the play
bt they sald that i the town whers
we were 1o periorm an Chvisimas night
they wouldn't Know the  differcacs
However, | flaed thres changes
withonit spending u cend

We wire all to meot the
al 1he ferry 1u

up

mannger
e didn't

Jupawy Uiy

gl asnt w
lown

AppRay messige That he'd

e ue in the

‘e all patd osur fares -1 had forty
repts lefr and reuched e plave
prodiy wed dlegusted

“AtL tha hotel they viewed ua sus
pleiuinly, s we hipd po troaks and
there we ‘earned that the putinee hnd
born abandonsd, no seals baving been
sold

“We had & rehearsal Instend, ang W
wi - sl o'cloek bafore | staggered Inte
the hotel, only to learn that we
oonldn't Bave any supper dnless we
pald for it individually

1 semt word 0 our menage; Lhatl
i had no mohey and shouldn'y play
without Wy supper.

“his broushit him 1o my door in A
Rurry. Ha knocked, aud ditered wirh

rlaedl aiv,
.:""l"lw. :: deap,’ be sald, ‘there's
some mistake’ :

" § think thers 1a' | replisd, apleis

eiily, 'IF 1 dum'l Dave
don’'t go on.’

Why, that'll be wl) right, my dear
We'll go ok toRether, and Sou shall
have supper with me.*

“And Le lnld Bis arm affectionntely
on my shoulder,

“I gave him u good push, and he fell
up apalose the door s O, bow angry he
wan! &

‘'What are you doing? ne shouted

" "Mehearsing you In tha character
of a gentlemnn,’ sald’ 1, ‘and you won't
mnit

“"He

atly aupper 1

vetit out and banged the door

bui & very nice supper came up to me |

Inter Still T remembered the gleam
of hate o his eyes and was on oy
Kuard

‘We bad n very good house that
night amd fe't & Nille sncouraged, As
1 stood looking out of the peaphole in
the curtain, the properly
aguidst me

"‘Bag pardon sald.  hurriedly
‘it I've bLeen workin' hard an
Rothin' to ent &0 that 1'm as weak ks ¢

biry brumhed

he

ral. I've bad no supper.’
““You shouidn't go  without your
supper,’ 1 sata

‘1 nin’t got the price’
| gave him half of my forty cenls
‘Oo out and got a cup of coffes and
n sapdwich’
He took the money with o gratefnl
ook nns disappenred
"The play went opn. 8o 414 e, for
thet mwatter, for he puyod TWo pares,
pour Hivle soul!

At e sl of the third a2t he
knocked st my dreasitig root door
Bay. »on‘re Mmss  Hallett, ain‘t
ser
Yes
Well, | go! somethin' | want 1o sy
I Bnlnted diessinig and vame it
*You cerlainly was good 1w mie.' he
aid with o gri an’ buw | wrn
What #o i m
Jyst this "he ioe he manngar,
I the Al 1taet st b to Lhe hotel o
five dolinre changed Intn pepnles
an” wlekels an Ly Wl e
Wal what has they 1w Jo wilh
ne
Planiy' He's a-makin up salaries
out fromt In the office. an' he's &
Iatighls with ancther FPoller He'n o
£ 1O pay you you VIATY j*nnied

i pleksls an Almes
| dau't Lelleve 11

Well, you can henrd hlm el
the odher feller, an' they think s A
Rroat Joke Hes down on you fur stine
roamon or other Hon't glmme away

And sv he disuppenred agaln

B0 this wue the MiEhager 4 cOn-
I'-rn."'ic VN E®

Fwenty dollars in nickels alid pens
b

| eolled the slagy m. ey

Dan't ritg up the ourtain, Me,
Ciarke. | sadd, ‘for | shan't go on untll

| got my sudary’

Bul, my dear what | shld” was my
rajolnder. an | weal back to my dress-
Nk rudi

“I thought of Pattl refusing to pot
on har slippars untll poor ald Mapleson
had produced §,000-how she got two
thousand, slmply put on one slipper
and walied

"Heavens! Supposs they had puid
bev In nlokels and pecinies!

“The manaper came Jashing Lack

" UWhat's this, Mise Hallewnty

|

I want my mainry
Balavies will b pa'd Immedintel)
wlier the performence.”
Ming must be pald now or the per
formanas will ot be finiahed o §A
In awkward position he frew 5
Brwepaper package from hiis obercoat

pwket. It peemed heavy, and | beard
the clink of caln
Awful Jat of allver tonight,' ke

ani!, an hie Handed me (e fparesl;
Ddrapped 1L seornfuliny )
T wunl greenbacks” | osald Brmly.
**Bual | haven't J
"Greenbucks or no performance,’ 1
repouied calmly
“You should havo sesn his face® ‘
"You should have sren the property
hoy contorting hlmeel? with delight be- |
Hind & ‘wet house.'
WiHh the ‘smothered curde’ of the

wrlodiama the manager plolgdd up tha i

scaliersd colps and marched away * N
twenty-dollar bl came back (0. me In |
U few moments and the play ended in
ori hodox Tashion §

“Rut what da you think
e

of that for!
anbees”

I'm speecllons
the nolang pleane’
PEVeR'

"Enatre
my

l-.‘yl 1

I must shends

Y Were Mo, nnd Mo War Mg,

It | were only Santa Claus,
Aud Santy Claus was ms -

I'd show to him just what & gond
D14 Santa 1'd be

I'd wiways brine the kind of toye
And slory books for bhim;

I'd find his stocking av'ry sear,
And il it to the brim

This year I'd bring & book ar so
0On how we congquered Spain,

Or how & boy pursued hin foe
Acrosy the Klondyke plain

And bozing gloves —and, say, | giess

A pistol would be fine

 Ithe migh, 1 shouid Hike all this bosl-

| B

IF 1 WERE IR
To Klondyke with. And then-—oh. ya
A wheel tor b nety -nlae .

I'd brivg & leather sult and hat
The kXind that cowboys wenr
Of bowie knives wnd things ke the

He'd huve & 10t Lo spare 1

Fd Al bis stocking then with atl
The vandy it would hotd,

And where the packuges wore smsll
4 B4 in round with geld

Aund when ey saw how good | w4
ow happy folks woild be

1t & were only Santa Clnis
And Banla Olaus was ma.

Those Uhristmas 0 0, D"

He wea au sotlve paresl boy
From house Lo house he'd rapnge

And whatsot'sr your Bl might be
He wiways “had the change

Bul eroel, cosrae snd changeless bogd
His oftorta did daride,

Uuiil, trom utier lonsliness,

Ths Hitde fellow dled!

CHAPTER VIIL-—{Continied.) |

"How odd!" she ssld abwemily “i
pearly remembared tha! name agsin,
My memory must be coming back, 1
think."

"Lt me trust 1t s sald Valdane
rather nervously,

Bhe leansd her chin upan her hand
and looked thoughtful for a4 lew mo-
menta then, ralsing hor oyes

“Mr. Martinean,” she sald, with a

Resn sel on one side for n few weeks,

please. Mr. Stelling In gone for his
holiday—to Lord Umfrasille’'s for the
shooting.”

"To Clarisdalat"

“Yeo" Bhe paused. and anked in
some astonishment, “Da  von know |
Loard Umfraville?” |

“Well—a—yea; hin wife was my
eousin, | generally #iny \here pvery
sutumn.*

“Indoed® Viscount Thornheath Is &
great friend of My, Stelling's."

“Ah, perhaps we shall meet! You
wish then for me not to institute in
quirkes Jumt yet?

“Not just yei, plenss,
wirong enongh —not
wpirite enough to Bhe checked hor- |
self bravely. Not for worlds would |
ahie have hinted, ovon (o herself that

I don't Teel |
In quite good

| ahe thonght Bornard might before all

things have taken stepn to ascertuln
whether or no the were free. Hut he
had chosen Instead to go to Clarisdale
and she wan too loysl 1o miurmur eves
to her own heart,
To Valdane It seemed 11ko a renplie
"Wl you let me have a line when

you wiah me to pursue this matler,
then ™ he naked, rieing to take his
lopve,

“Yea; or Mr. flielling will come un:
sea you. May I keep this copy of the |
wili "

| “lmpossible” persan.

fihe wan Lord Umfravilie’s only un.
married  daughter and, belag the
youngest, had been wpolii and pelisd
during Infaney, noxlscted whilat her
sluters went to thelr balls and recep.
tione, and then guddenly found hersell,
on her mother's death, mistross of the
bouse, Tt was a bad training, bul the
result was ot the whols batter than
might have been expected. Lady Mil-
dred was very charming and notr st
all arrogant, though she wan rather
selfish,

The Umfraville family was in & ban
way, having the misfortune to posssss
property In Ireland. For the last fow
years the tandency of nfialrs had been
down, down—hopelessly down. Lady
Mildred knew that 1t wan she who was
expectid to reirieve the famlly for.
tunes, and (t was this fact which just
now welghed npon her mind, for she

| had been wo foolish as to fall In love

with her mother's cowsin, Valdane
Martinean,

Valdane was what lord Umiraville
would have supercillously called an
Ho sectire had he
beon of the “Impossibiiity” of this
young man that ke inviied him each
yoar to Clarindale, feeling confident
that no daughter of hin would think of
A young man who was a solleltor, and
only moderately well off. He lgnored
the faot that the mun had the manpers
of an aristoorat, the bearing of & per-
fect gentleman, ihe experience of a
man of the world and the reputation of
belng Irresiatible  To Lady Mildred,
alas, Ne wus  (rresistible! Bhe had
steoumbod to hin Influence before she
knew I Now It weemed an If she
eotld not break free

Accustomed as she wan to admira-
tlon, she pever doubied that he more
than reciprocated this partiality. It

| had, therefore, been a deelfied stirprise

‘ MR BTELLING, IT WAB VERY FOOLISH OF YOU TO LOSE ALL THE

SPORT."

“Cortainly, tut please don't lose 11"
He lingered simply because he could
pot tear himsell away, though he eounld
aps In every drooping movement that
sbe was exhausted and unhappy, and
wiahed Lo be alone,

He wanld have bartered all his pros-
pects for the privilege of Laking her in
his arms and svothing her—of bholding
her ta his heart. and telling her that
boncelorth pothing should ever grieve
He beld ot his hand at lasl re- |
luctantly.

“ls theré nolhing more that | fan
do for you*" he anked

“Na, there Is pothing.” rhe replled
ghaking her hoad and amiling. “You
dre so kind, | don't know how to thank

It aeemed a pulaful wrenelh when he
foosed the Little Aingers from his uwn

“By-the-by, Mr. Martineau”—she fol.
followed him o the door—*1 left my
jeft my wedding rving on your table
| naarly lorgot to meution I lo you
Did you ses 11"

“f 4" be stammered, "It Is quite
gafa-—you shall have 1t; I have L safe”
he reflerstnd In confusion; “but |
can’t give it to you now.”

How ecould he, whan It waa hung
from his neck by a slender cord?

CHAPTER IX |
1t was & warm Replamber day  Lady
Mildred Ames Iy out In the hammoek
under the shade of the spronding
beech tress, and idly moved her large
fan to and fro. Her brows were pusk-
erod into a trown, her large eyes ware
sbsently fized upon the widespreading
lawn which lay betwesn her and the
bouse, The white lines whish marked
the tenuls-court séemed Lo quiver in
the heat) the men Wors shooling, the
chaporons lying down, the girle had
deiven to the bome eovers Lo inke the
sportaman thelr lunch. Lady Mildred
wonld pot go; shs suld she had »
headachs, but the trulth was she was
sWaring trom & 8t of lil-tsmpar,

| when her father received a letter from

Valdane, saying that he could not get
away for the fAret, and begging to be
allowed 1o leave ihe dute of Wis  ar-
rival at Clarisdale unecertaln for a few
dayn, The letter was cordiality itsell,
but It left Mildred sore and wounded.
Bhe was astonlabed to And how keen
was her disappolntment. and how fat
and dull the Brat had seomeod withoul
his accustomed presence That even-
ing her father took her aside
“Mildred” be nald, “do you remem
ber that young Sisiling who was st
Oriel with Laurie—Lhat very handsome
youtg fellow who was so alientive in
e whin we wenl up (o Commemora-

ton?® Would ron belleve It—through
the death of an wld woman-—hiy god-
mather—upo relation at all, they say—

e has Just comae into a fortune of —
what do you think? Twenty thousand
& year! ALl the papers are full of It
Now Mildred, my darling, svery girl
of your atquaintanes will be after that
young tsd. ot f you save your
mind to I ) ate sure you could—eh?
Think, iy pet, whal N would ba for
uwh all! Twenty thousand a year! And
what's your besuty for, Miltle, I not to
draw you & prise—eh?

Had such & course of action been
proposed two days earller It would
have mat with his dsughier's ungualls
fed disapproval, but st thot moment
heér one deslve was 1o puplsh Valdans,
0 she «ml}l'.fmllm her slow, sweel
wmile and anked

da he coming here?”

':‘l‘hlu evenlug, my darling*

I remember,” sald Mildred, "that
he was very handesome '

“"He was—and most  distinguiahed-
looking. What will you wear tonight,
Millle?" naked Lord Umfraviile easual-
ly. inwnrdly rejoletng ot hls sueceni.

“laeave (hat 0 ma Midred an
swersd calmly, “f will wear-—you will
Soe what;™ and ber left  har
with u bllesfu) fenling (hat all was go-
| 10g Just as B wished.

When Bernard arrivea thst
Lady Mildred recelved him aloms
was chllly and aho had & fre kindlsd
In the drawing-room. fhe sat on A
very low chalr, & red glow over her
crimaon draperies and golden hair.

S greetnd the young man with a
preity mixiure of cordiniity and shy-
ness.  Bhe made him Mt opposils to
her In a chalr which waa the jdesl of
comfort, and apologissd prettily tor the
fact that none of the men ware In yeot,
and all the girle wers dressing. Bhe
#avs him a cup of tes from a Uny tabls
near, and Innlated that he wan
aftor hig long Journey, and must eat
some tea-cake, which she Iifted trom
the marbie fander with a dainty pink
handkerchiof between her delloate
hands and the hot poresialn, e
wia no llght save from a branded clus-
ter of wax eandles on the tea table
and the warm glow of the fire. The
corners of the tastefully furnished
foom were In darkness.

Hernard Degan to reallse what Tite
might be, now (hat whatever he longed
for was within his reach. In N
house—the grest howse he meant to
buy—he thought Bia drawing-room
should be Juwt Itke this, The man
looked at Lady Mildred—at her per-
teet tollette, her delleals skip, the turn
of her head, and thought How excel-
lontly slie Nited In her surroundings.

fAhe wdn beginning her work well,
Only her motive was not to win Ber-
nard, but to Infllet paln on the réd-

usant Valdane, when ha should ar-
rive.

— s

CHAPTER X,

On this warm aftermoon, ax she lay
In the hammock, siia waa thinking It
all over and wondering where Valdans
was, and what or who was keeping
bim from her. She was thinking, tog]
of the coen admiration In Berpard's
fine eyes the night before aa he leaned
over har plano.

No doubt he was handsome. She
thuught she could win him; would It
nol e madoess —utter madness—Lo let
him go for the sake of & mun who bhad
naver in so many words told her that
he loved her, and whom, If she tarried
at all, she would have to marry with-
atit her tather's consent?

A footatep brushed of  the grans,
Lady Mildred hall rose, Bernard was
there, looking admiringly down at her.

“Mr, Btelling! | thought you wers
shooting."

“I was, hut when I found the plente
party bad arrived without you, I gave
them the alip, and meanly snsaked
home through the woods, hoplng to
have ihe Juck to discover your retreat,
Fortune favors the brave, they say.
I would not have missod & sight of you
here for worlda!®

“Mr. Btelling! 1t was very foollsh of
you to lose all the, sport.”

“Bo long aa you don't add that it's
very Impertinent of me to intrude I'm
content! Your pose is really perfeel.
1 used to be able to aketeh a little.
Would you lle stlll for tes minutes
while [ try my hand?” o |

“Oh, nonsense!" SO

"No nonsense al all. Oh, you won't
be a0 unmarciful as to move, - Do let
me have five minutes!” He had (aken
out A umall book and leanlog agaiost
the smooth irunk of a besch, was
aketehing rapidly,

“Thers! That fan fts In well—wa
will eall the ploture "A- Bummar Day.'
Keep your hand and arm still for &
mioute, please! Do I weary you?™

“No'—she was half langhlng—"1 am
too ecomfortable. You esnn't have done
anything in so shott & time "

“Just snough for & remambrance,™
he sald, “You keop so still. My sis-
ter and her friend. Miss Lilbourne, al-
wayn Niget so dreadfolly; 1 shatl tall
them to follow your good axample.”

(TO e continued. )

Castellar n Newspayer Man,

Cadle Correspondencs Chicago Reo-
ord:  The late ex-president of Spaln,
Emillo Castelar, was a nawspaper man
all his M, and after he had practls
eally retired from political 1ife his
Hterary labors kept him slive In the
osleemn of his couptrymen. Yet his
conspletiots work as a jJournallst, no
leas than as man of wffalrs, was done
during the third quarter of x century.
In the "604, when Castelar hiad basomn
famous by his fMare In the mweeting of
the Seatro Heal, where Gongales Bravo,
the master of oratory, warkad him as
the rising leader of the young demoos
racy, he wrote hin first articls for 81
Tribuno. He dinsolved his eonneetion
with that jouraal when I sought te
beand him as a monarchist. La Bo-
beranis Nacloonl, on the other hasd,
he abandonad beoanuse It was too radl-
oal. Then he joined the stafll of Dis-
oumilon, reslguing hiv position in 1564
to tound the short-tived Democrscis,
which he publighed and edited for two
yoira,

Te Me Trusied

“Don’t you (hiuk the Amer
masses can Be trusted to think
problema for themselyes and arrive
sennible conecluslons?™

“Phere ean’t ba any doubl of I,
suid Lthe opMesholder, “so far a8 the
Amiodlonti maeses ln my own locslity
are conoeraesd,  They have bosn vol-

‘Ang for me for yeara”—Washinglon

Buar,

e

Wenall but Siroag,

Mr. North—You say you ke spir-
Ited borsss;
breed? 3

Mr, Seuth—Toe tell yo lhg truth

"

sub, & pony of brandy, ,-;la,-

Laither Bat If & man wers mol
srong ot iy, handeome st thiry,
lsnrned al and rich st iy, he
never wou - atrong, bandeome,
lourned or rleh »

what s your favoritd

o’

few

- -




